ALONG  THE   ROAD

which actually moved its emotions, it now sees a
sham. In the history of the arts we find in-
numerable shams of this kind, once taken as
genuine, now seen to be false. The very names
of most of them are now forgotten. Still, a dim
rumour that Ossian once was read, that Bulwer
was thought a great novelist and 6 Festus 5 Bailey
a mighty poet still faintly reverberates. Their
counterparts are busily earning praise and money
at the present day. 1 often wonder if I am one
of them. It is impossible to know. For one
can be an artistic swindler without meaning to
cheat and in the teeth of the most ardent desire
to be honest.

Sometimes the charlatan is also a first-rate man
of genius and then you have such strange artists
as Wagner and Bernini, who can turn what is
false and theatrical into something almost sublime.

That it is difficult to tell the genuine from the
sham is proved by the fact that enormous numbers
of people have made mistakes and continue to
make them. Genuineness, as I have said, always
triumphs in the long run. But at any given
moment the majority of people, if they do not
actually prefer the sham to the real, at least like
it as much, paying an indiscriminate homage to
both.
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